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When Litvinoff got back from his office in the afternoon he
usually brought a large portfolio and worked in my room. I
then gleaned all sorts of gossip about the Conferences. Some-
times he was worried because things did not go as he wanted
them to. One night when he was leaving for a special meeting
he said:
" I'm in for a fight. I want to get something passed that
Lenin is going to oppose."
Lenin of course won, as I heard the next day. " He always
wins ! " said Litvinoff grimly; and then a few <Jays later he
admitted, " Now it is proved that Lenin was right Lenin is
always right."
The only anxious moment I experienced during the whole
visit was when shortly before my departure, Litvinoff, with
a face like a mask, asked me, in between puffs of cigarette
smoke, whether I knew a certain person in England called
	" Melbourne." The way he asked it produced a shiver
down my spine and a void in the back of my head.
". . . And did you know," he proceeded, " that he is in the
Intelligence Service ? "
" He works in a city office," I refuted.
" But he was in the Intelligence Service," he persisted.
" I believe he was during the War," I admitted.
Litvinoff smoked on in silence; his small eyes scrutinized
me till I felt I was the author of a murder. I did not know
whether to look concerned or unconcerned. What did his
questions imply ? I tried to draw him, but he merely remarked,
" I am a better friend to you than you know, I will teU
you some day—perhaps in ten years' time 1"
That evening Kameneff unexpectedly walked into my room.
He had just returned from the front. I hardly recognized
him; he had not shaved for a month: his face was completely
hairy, he looked like a bear, but he was in great spirits because
the Crimean campaign was nearly finished. We discussed
my departure. He suggested that I accompany the Minister
of Railways, Lomonosoff, who was leaving in a few days on a

